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THE VILLAGE IDOL 


,, . .... j . v ,- nr H ««• bimrbv the post- nam* rei tli, lint an if you'd told me to do it, 

1 HK air ma. full of damrne... the ohill | hod rome to rhurrh an , main* practice pretty | R y IMOGEN CLARK cffice nc^nleeent hack mv o*n letter, ft had juat. to keep you in lovin’ remembrance for 

of night and the comin* etorm Along reglar. He d about all the voice there ever was a r never Ton I didn’t let on to mother Marm’a sake an’ your own. The givin’ don’t 

the road leading to little Silver a man , hi >our fam ly, eh. .te.ve. , . . . . . , , , . . . c . , , r t | r or f par WO rnn’ her but I didn’t know what pinch me, serin’* how I’ve been ali alone, till 

, L , blurred -hane. Entire right there, Steven rejoined, “bather, hand and groped timidly for the knob, grasping flaking. Since I left this house twenty years tor fear of wornn nr ’ . A now *» 

grope<l his way , np rj(hpr couldn’t even carry Old Hundred, an' a* for me. 1 it with a quick feeling of joy; it slipped back in Lgo. more than half the time has been spent | to do. bin ly. one s %vppk(I ] atPr I Anthony nut Ins heid down on the table and 

at one with the low bu I can’t more’n whistle Duke Street to this day. j answer to the demand he made, and the door ■ inside of stone walls at the country s expense. I to your employers ... •• Hte- Lobbed aloud ihn ami tmrin a sobs that a 

r,He th.t eUUered _th„r tar. ««« tllouBh tioed ( . ith fnl : An’ when it Uprered .lowly. 1, opened directly into the light- I haven, the eleen .record yoube mm e out to got » leer from ttam .n they, ^ eVlu lnl 


if in comment on hia passing. Every now an comes f 0 ringin' those pesky high notes floor me. ed room. 

again he glanced fearfully about him. trying to One HO |j d note way down deep is ?bout all I can Steven Deane was warming Ins 
penetrate the gloom which his fancy peopled, tackle. But Tony could always take the whole fire and making the curious noise 
The sudden lift of his face showed white in the lot. an' ns for the turns an' shakes, to hear him which lie designated as whistling, 
surrounding darkness. The gaunt trees took on uas like listenin' to a lark singin’ in the inornin’ brightly on the high mantel, and i 
■ iy drapes, the bushes were like crouching when all creation’s fresh. cast upon the hearth nn old dog 1 

floures bending forward in eager curiosity. There "Yes, sir.' he went on straightening his bent content, his bushy tail drumming tl 
were discordant, unfriendly sounds abroad, vague shoulders proudly, “they’re speakin’ of my broth precintion of his master's presence, 
whisperings and laughter. He moved forward cr, my only brother, an’ it is n gratification to of the creaking door the animal w 
nlf.wlv almost painfully, dragging his feet as if fa know how Iic'h held here. I don't want to seem with a low growl. 

hail put shackles on his limbs, boastful, but there! if you’d known him in the "It's just the wind. Dan.” Steven 

though he did not falter for a moment. On nnd old days you'd understand. There never was su< h ingly. “I s'pose I forgot-” He 

on he toiled, steadily -never pausing; he seemed a boy as Tony—never. He’d a fare like one of spoke, 
impelled by some unseen force that would not those pictures you see sometimes in a book, only 
let him rest with a light on it such ns never creeps into the 

The road dipped abruptly into a hollow where book, an’ eyes the color of brown leaves in ai 

the lights of the village gleamed like so many pool when the sun shines on ’em. An' he was 

watchful eves guarding its repose. The traveler always smilin'. There were just the two of us. 
crept on more cautiously, every crackling twig, Tony an' me, or me an’ Tony, for 1 conic first 
cverv stumble over unseen stones sounding like j ’cordin’ to year, though it don’t seem right to 
thunder in his apprehensive ears. But the mourn- mention me before him. Even if he was younger, 
ful wind drowned his progress, and the frozen he outdistanced me m everything. At school, 
around retained no imprint of his footsteps; it though I'd a goodish start, he caught up nn' 
was as if Nature refused to take him to her passed me surprisin’ quick; I never was much at 
heart He was like a shadow born of the night my bonks, but there wa’n’t a lesson Tony couldn't 
and the darkness The keen air buffeted him. master. We set a heap by him. an’ it was a sad 

and the occasional scurrying rain-drops struck day, I tell you. when he went away to make his 

„ l- f i;i-- the ]**h of condemning | fortune; but. as mother said, we couldn’t look 

longues tn keo, ‘ h,m nlwa >’ 8 - Thp world wanted just 

°He kept to the middle of the road, as it wid- such men as he; keeping him at home would 

rued into the one street of the village, to avoid have been like shutting the sun up in one spot 

anv chance nasserbv; hut Little Silver was com- if that could be an' not lettin' it shine any 
fortablv housed for the night, with the exception where else. Father had died the year before, so 
of a few convivial souls who loitered, as was there was only mother an me up at the old 

their wont at the tavern, “swapping stories.” place, but Tony didn't forget us. He was what 

The quiet homes lay on either side of the way, you might call an irreg lar correspondent l„s | 
back of the strips of bare garden; there was no time hem pretty crowded; besides. I don t think 
hospitality in their waking eves for the stranger if* horn in a man to be fond o letter-wntm 
at their gates He passed them wearily, counting There aint nothin' like a white page to sem e 
them n« nn hi. numb fine™. Suddenly hi. nwny idea.. Gerry! the few Ws I’ve been 
heart cave a quick throb. On his left, we.l back called nn to write I ve most chewed off the pen- 
from the street a curtainless window cast a handle thinkm’ what to say after I’ve put down 
square of yellow light upon the ground; there the headin’s—.” 

was an element of welcome in its cheery aspect. “Everybody knows you re different from Tony. 

He wavered an imperceptible moment, then ap- “That’s true: I was only jedgin’ from myself to 
proached warily crouching, lest anyone within account for the reason he didn’t write oftener. 
the house might’catch a glimpse of his watching Well. sir. what do you s'pose that boy did come 

Christmas? He sent us home presents bought 
"The interior showed a Ion*. low room with with hi. find .pendin’ money. An’ mother— 

.anded floor occupied hv eight or ten men.! why. hk*. you. .he waa the proudeet woman on 
crooned in a sociable wmicirele in front of the the globe. You .oe. he was her Benjamin: but. 
well fed .tove In the centre, his chair a trifle youngest or eldest, it wouldn t have made no dif- 
nearer the rosy Hate than the others, was a thin, ferrncc so long as he was what he wa«. She 
undersized man with bowed shoulder.. His face, loved him in a way that made you swallow quirk, 
which the firelight revealed, here the marks of She cot a little onreasonable ns time wont on an 
Time hut he did not seem old. There was an hr didn't come home: bein’ s woman she could,, t 
irrenre.Rihle touch of youth in his eyes and in his „nder»iand that a man', got to stick to his work 
kindlv smile early an’ late if he’s goin’ to carry it through. 

\s the wayfarer sheltered himself beneath the She fretted herself sick lookin’ for him, but 1 
rave* someone opened the window a hand’s know she understood before she went that lie 
breadth and the warm, tobacco-wighted air didn’t come because he couldn’t come. Dootv 
rushed out pleasantly. He tasted it hungrily, an Inclination travel in single harness in this 
longingly. It touched him like a caress. He bent world, an seldom along the same road, 
nearer the opening, listening eagerly to the con- “There s been no call to bring him back of late 

vernation within. years. I’m the only one up to the old house 

“T* trPt* ’tamallv hot in this room,” one of the now. an' it's a longiali way to where he is in the 
men laughed. “Go on. Steve." West. He’s sort_ of grown up with the place. 

Thp little man with the pleasant face looked identified himself with it, you might say; born 
deprecatinglv. head man there, with everyone lookin’ to him. 

“You’ve heard all my stories over an’ over,” it wouldn’t do to pull up stakes an’^ come home, 
he said “I never was’much of a hand at spin- But lie remembers Little Silver an' is proud of 

nin’ vams. There’s Nathan, now-” it; the boys have come to see that now an I 

“You leave Nathan alone.” the person referred guess they feel the years haven t changed Tony a 
to. grumbled, “and fire ahead. It aint you we particle.” . . . . ' 

want to hear about anyway— twouldn t take long | Steven Deane pushed back his chair and looked 
to exhaust that subject. It’s Anthony an’ his | around the circle with a beaming face, as if hi* 
doin’s that we’re keen on. Why. sir.” he turned I own meagre living were in some way glorified by 
to a man on his right—the schoolmaster, who had his brother's more splendid achievement. Then 
but recently settled among them—“you’re a lie cleared his throat noisily and rose, shuffling 
stranger. ari ! you never knew Anthony Deane, his feet and bustling about for his lantern. This 
though vou couldn't he in this village over night signal of departure was followed by a general 
'thout bearin' of him. lie’s our big man. an’ clatter of chairs. Little Silver was always quick 
there aint a soul in Little Silver who isn’t proud to act upon an initiative; suddenly the men dis- 
of him, though it’s a good twenty years since he covered that the fire and their pipes, together 
was here. That’s the only thing we have against with Steven's monotonous voice, had made them 
him—he’* never come hack. He’s been so busy drowsy. They chaffed him good-naturedly as 
makin’ money an’ building up towns that he’s they filed out into the raw night, those who lived 
had no chance, but he don’t forget us. He never at a distance carrying lanterns whose swaying 
writes a letter home, 'thout sendin’ us some mes- lights cast strange shapes upon the frozen ground. 


slowly. It opened directly into I he light- I haven t the clean record you ve mane oui to « intr mim , .. , , ■ nnr i 

. the folks here. What do I know of that? I saw >n’s voice faltered and he turned his face away. *t ong man utters sometimes in Ins career and 

„ IW was warming In. hand, at thJ.hn light at Grove', a. I name hy nnd I li.tened "They raid yon wore in ^ had which arem In come from the vary 

I making the curious no.se with his lips ,.t the open window They say listeners never taken some money an they had to punish yoi. of hm being. Steven stared in dismay, his thin, 

.e designated as whistling. A lamp burned hear good of themselves, hut that wasn’t so in a* it wa’n’t the first offense. anxious-mod fare working tremulously. 

• on the high mantel, and in the light it Ly case. I heard what made me hang my head "My God! then you’ve known all along. Did Don t boy. he said soothingly, its all right 

on the hearth an old dog lay in drowsy in shame berause I didn’t deserve it; something. you tell mother? l nf !!' v -"-' 0,, . vr come bark. .... • .. 

, hi* bushv tail drumming the floor in ap- inside of mo urged me to interfere and tell the "Why should 1? It would have killecl her. Yes, I ye romc hack, like a thief in the night, 

an of his masters presence. At the noise leal truth. But I couldn't do that; I couldn’t I wouldn’t have told her even 11 * ne bulking through the woods lest anyone should 

creaking door the animal raised his head break down the beautiful white house you’ve strong: there was no need to grieve her. i hlc me. What would they snv. tlu.se neighbors 

low growl. built around my name. What made you do it. was sort of dazed. If you d been in m> place w ho think so well of me. if they knew 1 was just 

just the wind. Dan.” Steven said, reassur- Steve--what have v u gained? As I stood there j you’d have known how to act; sometioiv i nut of prison? That’s where I come from, that * 

"I h'pose I forgot-” He turned as he listening to all those lies, the years rolled hack couldn’t think, an’ every day she got weaker, where I've been for the past four years, where 

and I remembered tlie times beyond numbering Then suddenly it come in a flash—as it me ai- [ would have stayed another year but that my 

mighty had put. it into my mind— to write a let- g Q(K j behavior won me a discharge. My good bo- 

tor a* if you’d done it yourself. It was ensj havior! Don’t laugh. Steve.” 
enough to make the writin’ look like yours-—you Xhe older man put his hand gently on the 
know we wrote nearly the same hand; that was 0 £) 1Pr ' s twitching arm. “I’m not laughing, Tony, 
i the only thing I ever did ns well as you. J lie (Jo( j j. noWj , laughing yourself; you’ll hurt 


►age. Doe* he, Steve?” 

“Never ” 1 hastily nemna some empty oarre.s. wncnce, , , Anth saidf from bphinfl his han(K | U p in my heart for mother and the sweet, simple 

“An' in other ways, too; this very tobaecer he watched the little company disperse lie -There aint much more to tell. After it was i life I’<i l*ft «° far behind. T used to dream of 

we’re smokin' was a present to Steve, to he sound of their voice* railing good-night floated Thp man nn t j, P threshold let the door slip to when you did my share of the work about the went to find vou home every night, and throughout the day it was 

shared with us boys.” ^ I back to him with nn accent of cheer. W hen the back of him with a heavy clang. There was a farm so s I could skylark, and the way you d ■ * j rP!U .j,ed the prison vour time was up * always in my mind. I thought of you constantly. 

“Don’t say anything more ’bout that. Wilson." quiet had settled again upon the street, he came m0 inent's silence; then Steven gave a low, in take dads thrashing and never let on that I was couldn't snv where you’d cone So I old fellow; somehow, through all my shame and 

“You can’t hush me up. Steven Deane If you out from his hiding. Far ahead of him a low credulou , ( . rv . the idler when he praised me. Was I ahead o( J" ,hcy . k * An - „ th fo i ks wcre ‘ BO misery. I felt that you’d stand by me and I 

aint willin’ to acknowledge yourself beholden to light glimmered like some little star gone astray .- r<)nv! - you in book-learning and singing? You beat me had to ««n® "“. * . ... j,.. wanted you-I wanted you. 

vour brother, why the rest of n* feel different ! on the earth. He hurried forward, trying to keep «. Vos ; stove, I’ve come home.” other } h,n *» St ® v€n D ‘‘ anc - what lions Bless you thev didn’t want to hear ’bout “When I was free they found me employment. 

I’m goin’to have my say out. W ho helped them | up with its shining but suddenly it turned at Thp brotliers stoo d opposite each other, sepa- g've you for your love in those da>s. , , hp ‘ pitv Rn >\he queer sights there, an’ they and I worked at it until I earned enough money 

rhiHe** Reed* last summer-wlm. hut Anthony? right angles from the road he was taking and . patcd bv „ ie widl |, of the room; the one with a und . >' ou know 'L. \ _ u _ s ! d l ?, lcad 1 gh didn’t want to heal ’bout me; it was just An- to bring me home. I couldn't stay any longer. 
Whose name headed the subscription for the new seemed to climb skyward*. The next moment it L p jn w , ljch flight and doubt struggled for the apajnst you everywhere and thonv- Anthonv. What, could I do? You All to-day I loitered in the wood*. I thought 

school-house? Anthony Deane«. An when the ; vanished completely. 1 ascendenev the other with a strange expression, ..l! 0111 ’ * onj - T . • ,, . r . ,,. r , ll i'dn't have had me shame mother an’ father my storv might have leaked out here, and I’d 

minister made himself sick workin' early an’ late. The man kept on resolutely. After a short , H , f definn ' ti ha |f pleading. i'hr tmas-Fd timl oMt nn"elf-and there was an’ till where vou’d been, would you? I didn’t wait till dark before I entered the village. T was 

who sent him that box of things from Guildha -1 interval he left il.c ro-id for a narrow lane which Tr>nv . - the little man said again, slowly, Lothl^I remember l semt the know for true where you were, so 1 had to make afraid the people would turn from me; and in- 

ven? Anthonv again! You didn t want to Ipt on.! wound up the hillside, pushing forward with : . a shawl tor motlier, I remember. I . ont the ... besides T felt vou’d do great -trad—instead- You’ve done what I haven t 

Steve, but the parson wouldn’t keep still. We, breathless impatience until hi* further progress 1 • . in , tnnt llP was at his brother's side. nSl 'Z* ™ Z I hin« aeein* aa ’twaa in vou The trouble wa* been man enough to do for myself-you’ve kept 


A* the door opened, the listener concealed him¬ 
self hastily behind some empty barrels, whence 
tobaecer he watched the little company disperse; the 



know we wrote nearly the same hand: that was other’s twitching arm. “I'm not laughing, Tony, 
the only thing I ever did ns well as you. J tic <;od knowg g top ] aup bing yourself; you’ll hurt 
hard part was makin' the sense the some. ^ I>ii vourgp |f Come, Ipt me give you something to 
I knew mother'd read with her heart, an not wapm vou up a an - tbPn yo U can get to bed. 
her head, so she wouldn’t see the difference. ,\ n ' put the past away; there's no need to 


pertended your employers had sent you We ta j k ovpr j don>t XTRnt ^ now n f jt. You're 
on important business, that you were the on J home at last, that’s enough for me.” 
man to go; an’ I said how proud an POr u I “But you shall know. The reason you didn’t 
felt, all at the same time proud to go, nil . p ind mp because I changed my name on leav 


k.., .... ... .... .. i ■ - ■ »_. • nun me was npcnuse i cnangeu my name uu iva>- 

that it was takin’ you so far from home. ing prison, and went out West. At first I tried 

filled up the rest with the little love-worda women K ard fn ^ fhp rig|i( (hjnjr h|jt ( ,, p wrong was 

like so much an’ that you d alwa\s a ■ easier, ami I always liked the easy way best. As 

savin'. Tt didn’t seem noways wrong u the years slipped hv I grew worse, I sank lower, 

her for the little time she d left: T can t me Whafc doPM it matter if pnrt of me fought against 

:t wrong to this day. Why. boy. she p |jf e I ] ed ? The other part conquered. When 

consid’rable. an’ seemed real art . ‘ bp I was imprisoned this last time T was bitterer 

was so proud of your bein trusted h e < » and niorP reckless than ever before. 1 chafed 

had to read the letter out. to the neig 9™ , . against the confinement, and was continually pun- 

they come to sit with her. I hadn ished for insubordination. What did I care? To 

to tell er not to speak of it, sup J U8 me the rule* existed only to be broken, authority 

speak of it or she’d ^ a ,v e burst. An . to he defied. I gained the name of the wildest 

mighty pleased; if you d belonged to , and most dangerous of all the prisoners; but in 

couldn’t, have felt prouder, l hat ‘ . November of that first year there came a change 

was falin fast, hut she waa all a-qiiu r.. P over me. God! how I sneered when I filed with 

in’ news from you. so I made up another letter an tJ)e ^ of the men i||lo the ronni w b ere the 

put in some money, with a little ag wi ^ . Thanksgiving services were to be held. My heart 


Christmas on it pinned to one corner. I meant j 
she should get something that would be handy. 

I couldn’t buy anything down to the store thout 
the neighbors knowin’.” 

“How did you manage about the letters? 

"I just per tended they come Guildbaven way— 


was black with the most horrible thoughts, but on 
a sudden they rolled away as the clouds do before 
a brisk wind. It wasn’t the prayer or the speak¬ 
ing that did it, it was just a woman's voice. I 
don’t remember what went before, or what came 
after, I only know that she got up tn sing and 


we’re smokin' was a present to Steve, to be! -ound of their voices calling good night floated 
shared with us bovs.” back to him with an accent of cheer. When the 

“Don’t, say anything more 'bout that. Wilson.” quiet, had settled again upon the street, he catne 


letters nre always sent there or to Moffatt for „tood there with the light from the window 
the folks round here; T chose Guildhaven because (Streaming full on her face. It was the face of a 
it's farthest off an’ our people don’t go there paint. Not one of those smooth, soft faces that 
often. They never s’picioned, an’ don’t to this i 00 k jf jjf e was jjj roses, but a face that 
day. showed passion and striving and peace. If she 

“Well. I was tellin’ you of that Christ.mn*— her hadn't uttered a note, T should have been a bet- 
last Christmas, vou know. I'd a kind of feelin’ ter man just seeing her. How can I tell you 
she wouldn't live for another, so I wanted to about her voice? It was like the eye of God; it 
make it extra bright for her, an’ oh! boy, it did searched the blackest depths of my heart. As 
seem as if I was all raw inside thinkin’ ’bout she sang hymn after hymn, I forgot the prison, 
where you were at that time. I wanted to and saw the meeting-house yonder as plain as 
write to you. but somehow I couldn’t bring my- day. There were the girls in the choir smiling 
self to send a letter with ’Prison' marked on it. over at me. there was Molly Pitman, with her 
But Marm was a* happy as a child, she smoothed eves cast, down and the red creeping into her 
mit that two dollar bill an’ crumpled it up again checks where the dimples were showing. Clem¬ 
en' then smoothed it ont with little lovin’ pats; enev Wilson sat next. And there were mother 
she'd all the neighbors in, tollin’ her ’bout, the j and you in the pew. and old Gardner across the 
notions down to the store. You see she couldn’t | aisle, with his head in his hands a* if he were 
go out herself, hut she listened an’ planned an’ j praying, though wc all know he was asleep. It 
spent that, two dollars again an' again. Fin’ly was all clear to me. as clear a* you arc this min- 
there come along one o’ them peddlin' chaps, an’ i ute, and I hadn't thought of it for year*. I sat 
she up an’ bought a photygraph Album. Tt waa} motionless, listening to that wonderful voice that 
I the biggest an’ purtiest one in the village, an’ i painted those old pictures one by one upon my 
I she set a heap by it, an’ always showed it to the ! sin-stained heart. 

| folks when they dropped in. children an' all. i “When she had finished singing and turned to 

There wa’n’t many pictures in it, but yours was p0i something seemed to prompt her. for she 

there, an’ often when I come back from work I stepped back and asked if there was any particu- 
fnund her holdin’ the bonk an’ talkin’ soft to i j ar song or hymn we cared to hear. One of the 
you with such a look of peace on her face. mPn ne nr me said softly, ‘Home, Sweet Home.’ 
Things went on 'bout the same till spring: then ft- was the merest whisper, but she heard and 
she took to her bed an’— Yes. she was happy looked our way. Her eves met mine in a glance 
to the last, fond of me. of course, but lovin’ you I that was full of the most beautiful pity and en- 
like she always did. Your name was on Her | couragement; she thought T had made the re¬ 
lip* when she come to die.” quest- 'Oh!' she Faid, with a little gasp of pain, 

There was a painful silence in the room. The > ‘T don’t—’ The next moment she began to sing, 
old wall-clock ticked slowly, ponderously, as if j Before she got through the first verse the room 
c-nseious of the importance of minutes that hold 1 waa full of sobs; most of the men were crying 
joy and heart-break, life and death, in their keep- like children. She sang on to the end. though 
ing. The fire burned low; in its warmth the the tear* were streaming down her face; then 

tired dog lay dreaming of the summer sun nnd | she went away. 

green meadows; hi* paws twitched now and again • “After that, all those rebellious feelings slipped 
as if he were running a race in his sleep. from me; in their place a great longing sprang 

••G„ nn." -\nthony said, from behind his hands, up in my heart fnr mother and the.street, simple 
, “There aint much more to tell. After it was, life I’d left so far behind. T med to dream of 
t all over an' I could get away, 1 went to find yon, I home every night, and throughout the day It wa, 
1 but when I reached the prison yonr time was up 1 »!»»/" ™ m J' ml " d - 1 'bought of you constantly 
f an' they couldn't say where you'd gone. So I .old fellow: somehow, through all my 

misery. I felt that you’d stand by me and I 


Was 5 ahead of an’ they couldn’t say where you'd gone. So I j old 
uinc r/ You heat me had to come hack. An’ all the folks were so! misery. I felt that >011 d 
• 8 What did I ever I curious, they flocked round with a million ques- wanted you—I wanted you. 
„' e d-ivs? Nothing tions. Bles.* you. they didn’t want to hear ’bout “When I was free they fc 


! ^u^y"^Lv- 

sure All through service 1 could picture An-; at the porch before mounting the step; there 'nthony said, huskily. I ve got the marks of ,|, jB way. Mother fretted so when you ters from you; I ' ba”•the^neighbors my kw»i 

thOTV in hi, old plare in the choir. Do vn„ re- wa, hut one. he remembered. The wood creaked prison on me. is -t ripe, have eaten into my s(np ped writin.' she grew real feeble, an medicine vou were purae-prnudan | ™ded"P with i 

member hew he used tn laugh over at the girls’ I under his footfall and the boisterous wind crimed soul. I've been thief, brawler, almost murderer, wouldn't help her: nothin hot you would do her An when the town dnre anythmg 1 ke buildm \n u 
Oh’ he wa'n't what vou’d call etricklv pious, hut the sound mnrkinglv. He put out a trembling Don't look at me like that; it’s the truth 1 m any gnnd. I wrote, heggin you tn come home, | thn school-house for instance, nht I put your his voi, 


Oh! he wa’n’t what you’d call strickly pious, but the sound mockingly. He put out 


bright enough, bein’ kinder ^ mv name clean. I didn’t know what it was thnt 
's all. As time went bv an’ beckoned me home so strongly and made the 
had to portend I got let-1 dream of a new life possible for even me, but I 
dn’t have the neighbors say i know now.” He put out hi* hand and touched 
an’ puffed up with success. {Steven’s work-roughened fingers humbly, 
does anything, like buildin ’' “Your great heart,” he said, with a choke in 
instance, why I put your his voice. 


A Boon 

fT=""|OME hither, my heart’s darling; come, 

I ■ . I sit upon my knee, 

Ignael And listen while I whisper a boon I 
crave of thee. 

I feel a bitter craving, a dark and 
deep desire. 

That glows beneath my liosom like coals of 
kindled fire. 

Nay, dearest, do not doubt me. though strangely 
thus I speak; 

I feel thine arms about me, thy tresses on my 
cheek. 

I know the sweet devotion that links thy soul 
with mine, 

I know my heart's emotion is doubly felt with 
thine. 

And deem not that a shadow has fallen across 
my love; 

No, sweet., my love is shadowles6 as yonder stars 
above. 

Oh, then, do not deny me my first and fond 

request! 

I pray thee, hy the memory of all we cherish 
best. 

By that great vow that bound me forever to 
thy side, 

And hy the ring that made thee my darling and 
mj-* bride, 

Thou wilt not fail nor falter, but bend thee to 
the task; 

Put buttons on my shirt, love—that is the boon 
I ask! 


Queer Sayings and Their Origin 


Not Very Tame 


Little Thinks 


The trade in books has progressed just where 
the free library movement is strongest; and on 1 
that matter I speak from personal knowledge 
and experience.—Hall Caine. 

If the individual attacked has perfect nerve, 
and will stand perfectly still and hold hib hand 
out, a dog, however savage, may take the hand 
into his mouth but will not bite it, if it remains 
entirely immovable.—D. H. W. Horlock. 


. . -iK often hoar it said, .with a lofty run- 1 

YY tempt, thnt so and so "doesn't, know ^ 
y enough to come in when it rain*.” 

I quite oblivious of the fact that most 

of 11 * are equally ignorant along other * 
lines. The majority of Americans, for instaiive, ' 
sre even unaware of how they come by their own 
i name as a nation, i. e., "Brother Jonathan." 

| During the great struggle for Independence, 
General Washington, then commander of the 
Revolutionary forces, went to Massachusetts to 
make arrangements for the successful carrying 
on of the war. Jonathan Trumbull, the Gov-1 
etnor of the State of Connecticut, stood high in I 
the General’s esteem, and Washington, finding l 
ammunition short, remarked “We oust ronMilt | 
Brother Jonathan.” The consultation was a! 
successful one, the difficulties were removed und 
the army immediately adopted the catch-phrase, j 
Later the phrase was dropped, but the name re¬ 
mained, until now it Btauds tor the American 
Nation as a whole. 

"Tip” is another word in common use whose 
,origin lias puzzled many people. In the days 
; when traveling was done by means of stuge 
i conches, the English inns were supplied with a 
, staff of servants poorly paid and overworked. 

I The guests of the house, desirous of catching 
j the Royal Mail Coach, due probably to pas* the 
inn at 5.30 A. M., were wont to leave orders 
over night that they might be awakened at sucli 
and such n time; that lueakfast wa* to be pre¬ 
pared and their bill ready. A small box was 
fastened to the wall of the hall, with T. I. I*, 
(to insure promptness) painted thereon. Into 
this the sagacious guest deposited a small sum, 
varying with the amount of service he required. 
From this custom arose the present day word 
“Tip” 

“Waiting for his Hhoes,” “step into his shoes, 
“fill his shoes,” are all common enough expres¬ 
sions in daily use, yet how few of us know how 
j they arose. It was the practice of the old 
Northmen, when adopting a son, to put their 
own shoes on the lad’s feet, and bind his ankles 
1 with thongs cut from their own belts. From 


this custom arose the expressions above referred i 
to. 

“Windfall" is another word of curious origin- 
In the day* of the Norman Conquest a law 
was made forbidding the peasants to “cut, fell] 
c#r maim any tree in hy* Majestie's dominions, the 
seme being the propertie of hys Majestie King 
William of Normandie, William the First.” After I 
a heavy storm, however, the peasant.* were at lib¬ 
erty to gather all they liked that the* wind had 


blown down- hence, the term "windfall.” 

"Pin-money” ewes its existence to the pro¬ 
hibitive price at which pins were sold >it the 
time of their first appearance, somewhere in the 
fourteenth century. A iaw was passed forbid¬ 
ding the maker to sell them except on the first 
ond second day of January, and this difficulty 
of procuring them, together with their high 
priee, made them the rage with all the grand 
name* of the day. So much store did the wo- 


Slates Used Long Ago 


TTLYr i* not easy to tell exactly for how i 
Sj I 1° r S n period slates hove been used 
by schoolboys; but they were used 
as writing tablets as far back as the 
Middle Age*, and probably, therefore, _ 
they were introduced into the schools of Europe j 
at a very early period in the history of educa¬ 
tion in thnt part of the world. 

And. indeed, it would he hard to find a more 
suitable substance for the purpose thnn th^ 
easily flaked stone which yields a smooth sur¬ 
face with a minimum of trouble on the part of 
the workman. The ancients, as we know, fre¬ 
quently employed waxen tablets for the purpose 
of writing letters or making calculations which 
were not intended to be permanent and could 
easily be erased or smeared out of all recogni¬ 
tion with the finger. Diligent housekeepers and 
clandestine lovers found these means of reckon¬ 
ing or communication equally indispensable; 
while, for the man of letters, whether orator or 
lyric poet, the tablets on which were jotted 
down the heads of a great speech or passionate 
stanza to some fair lady were almost as neces¬ 
sary as pockets (of which the ancient world 
knew nothing) to the modern man or boy. 

Compared with these perishable aids to mem- ■ 
ory, the slate was very long lived. For though 
the name implies a brittle substance easily brok-1 


en off when the lino of cleavage i» discovered - 
being equivalent to the French “echat"—yet 
slate doe* not collapse like wax with the applica¬ 
tion of moderate heat; Bnd even if cracked by 
fall, might still be used if its frame was stout 
enough to stand the shock. Tt is not surprising 
therefore, that the slate, when once introduced 
into the school and domestic life, soon became 
popular. 

But slate L also a good roof covering, and has 
been used for this purpose for eight centuries 
at least. Tiling, which still holds its own to a 
large extent, partly on account of the inartistic 
appearance of the modern slated roof, was prac¬ 
tically universal in the towns of the ancient 
world which came under the influence of Greece 
and Rome. It is interesting to note in this con¬ 
nection that as time went on builders reduced 
the thickness of their slates. 

Whether this waa due to reasons of economy— 
for heavy slates need to have solid timbers be¬ 
neath them—or to other considerations, the fact 
remains that the slates used in the cheap house 
of the present day have a very cheap appearance. 
The difference is clearly seen by contrasting the 
flimsy look of a jerry-built suburban villa with 
the massive solidity of an old slate roof farm¬ 
house which has weathered the storms of cen- 
I turies. 


I men set by these coveted aids to the toilette, 
that- it became a custom to set aside a sum. 

| called “pin-money," to be given to Ihe bride on 
her wedding day. Regular “pin-money” allow¬ 
ances soon followed, until every woman of 
means had her desire for them gratified. AI 
though pins themselves have got cheaper and 
cheaper, the term “pin-money” ntill stands fur 
any extra allowance for the luxurious trifles he 
loved of womenfolk. 

“There’s many a slip between the cup and 
! lip." is another phrase which has an interesting 
little bit of history attached to it. Anrneiis, one 
of the ancient Kings of Samos (an island in the 
Grecian Archipelago) treated his slaves with 
great cruelty. One of them, under sentence of 
death for some slight misdemeanor, in connec¬ 
tion with a vineyard the King was having made, 
cursed the King thus: “May you never live to 
diink the wine from your vineyard!” The King 
instantly ordered him to be thrown into a dun¬ 
geon until the vineyard was completed, that he 
might behold the failure of his prophecy, and 
then be put to death. The time came; the wine- 
cup stood ready to the King’s hand. The slave, 
manacled and bound, was brought in to behold 
the futility of his curse. looking the King 
sternly in the face—strong in the knowledge that 
he had no more to lose—that his life was al¬ 
ready forfeited he cried “Know now, O King, 
there’s oft a slip between the wine-cup and the 
lip!” Hardly had he spoken when the message 
came tnat a herd of wild boars had broken into 
the new vineyard. Seizing their spears the King 
and bis warriors rushed to the vineyard, where 
the King, stumbling over a root, was torn by the 
huge tusks of one of the wounded brute*, nnd 
died before the enraged monster was finally over¬ 
come. Such is the story; a grim origin for a 
light and careless household phrase. 

By these mean* may be traced many nn inter 
esting custom of yore, many a trivial matter 
of etiquette which owes its origin to time hon¬ 
ored usage arising from different conditions. 
And to the observer of human nature no lesp 
than to the historian, the genealogy ot our 
every-day phrases will always be ' 

tert6t. PHIL DKAlriK. 


T 1HE terrible attack upon a woman re¬ 
cently made by a lion in a I^ondon mu- 
S sic-hal! recalls the fact that a still more 
f i an g Pr ous show animal is the elephant. 
A bull elephant is one of the most fickle 
creatures known. He is good-natured and sub- 
missive one moment, and the next his keeper is 
simply tt mas* of pulp! 

“An elephant," said an expert keeper, “i* twice 
as dangerous as a lion, a tiger, or a bear. Those 
animals have to be watched very carefuly when 
one is with them in their cages, but the tension 
of watching lasts only a few minutes at a time. 
An elephant, on the other hand, is allowed more 
freedom, nnd as one cannot be on the alert all 
day long, he gets his chance when lie wants it. 
He often fiercely resents even a mild joke. 

“\Ve elephant keepers grow fantastic after a 
few years oi the work. We expect U> be seized 
and trampled to death some day, but live in 
hopes that it may not be soon. The great danger 
is when an elephant is just turning into a rogue. 
All elephants turn rogues sooner or later, and 
they never recover. The female elephants turn 
rogues earlier, and are more violent than the 
males, and the females are more dangerous in 
ordinary times, too. 

"A good elephant trainer can command a big 
salary. I know one who has been receiving $125 
a week for eleven years. Mere keepers, how¬ 
ever, are poorly paid.” 

Awful Loss 

“Ah,” she sighed, “I shall never hear his foot¬ 
steps again; the step 1 have listened for with 
eager ears as he came through the garden gate; 
they step that has so oiten thrilled my soul as I 
heard it ou the front porch. Never, never 


again: , 

"Has he left you?” asked the sympathetic 

friend. .. , . 

“No; he has taken to wearing rubber heel*! 












































































